The^ragcdic 

Icannolongcrholdnie patient* 

Heare tne you wrangling Pyratcs that fall out> 

In (haring out that which you haucpildfrom me ; 

Which ofy nu trembles not that looke on me ? 

If not, that 1 being Qucene,yGu bow li ke fubieds, 

Yet that by you depofdj you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle v jllaine,doe not turnc away. 

C/o.Foulevsrinkkd witch, whatinakft thou in my fight? 
repetition of what thou had mard, 

T to w ill 1 make, before I let thee goc ; 

A husband and afonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thouakingdx)me,allofyoualleagcnce: 
Theforrowthatl haucjby right is yours, 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe,is mine. 

^’A.The curfe me noble father hvtde on thee. 

When thou didd crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcornc drewd riuers frow his eyes, 
Andthento drie thcm,gau*d the Duke a clout 
Steepti lithe blood of prettie Rutland: t 

His curfes then from bitternclTc offoule. 

Denounc’d againd thee, are fallen vponthce. 

And Iplodjiiot w e,hatb fdagude thy bloodie deed, 

^»rSo iud is God to right the innocent. 

twas the fouled deed to flay thatbabe,. 

And the mod mercilelfe that euer was heard of. 
^/.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
Der/TNo man butpropheded reuengefot it. 
^wf.Northumbcriand then prefcnt,wcpttofec it. 
^.Ma.Whax i were you dialling all before 1 came, 
R^y to catch each other by the throat, 

AnA tame you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfc preuailc fo much w itli Iieaucn, 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomeslolTcjmy woefuH baniflinient. 

Could all but andver for that peeuilli brat? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes, and cntei hcauen ? 

Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quickc curfes : 
Ifnot bywarre,by furfctdieyourKing. 
AsoyrbymurdctjtomakehimaKng. 



of R,ichard the Third. 

Edward thylbnne, which now is Prince of Wale*, 
for Edward my Ton, which was Prince of Wales, 
pic in his youtfa,by like untimely violences, 

Xhy fcl^c a Ciucene,for me that was a Q^cene, 

Out liuc thy glorydike my wretched felfe j 
f ong maid thou liue to wailc thy childrens Ioffe, 

And fee another,as 1 fee thee now 
pecktin thy gtorie, as thou art dald inmine: 

Long die thy iiappic daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened hemres of greefc, 
piencithet mothcr,wifc,nor Englands Q^cen^ 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were danders by. 

And fo was tkou Lord Hadings,vrhen my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

Xhat none of you may liue your natural! age. 

But byfome vnlookt acciden tcut off. 
gio, Haue done thy charme t hou hatefull withered hag. 

An^ Icaae out theefday dog,fer thou (halt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in (lore. 

Exceeding thofe that 1 can wilh vpon thee : 

0 let them keepe it till thy (Innes beripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace t 
The wormeofconfcicnce ftill be|naw thyfbule. 

Thy friends fufped: fottraytors wliilft thouliued, 

And take deepe tray tors for thy deared friends. 

No fleepe clofc vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whild fome tormenting dreamc 
affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluiih markt, abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thou that wad fealdinthy natiuitie 
The (lauc of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou (launder of thy mothers heauiewomb, 

Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteded.&c.^ 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo* Ha. 

I call the not. 

Glo. Then I eric thee mercy : for I had thought 
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